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That the journey of the ice had been so quiet, so gentle, made its now vicious grip on 
the land seem like a betrayal; a seduction twisted, from the first caresses of harsh winters, 
to the infection of white creations. Rivers were stopped, then killed. So many last 


generations arose, a birth became a miracle, and a death was no longer mourned. And 


~ 
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of 


everywhere, silence. A final silence, perhaps. One broken only by the melody of voice; a 
girls, making her way slowly back home. 


This girl had created a home in the body of a great creature she had found while 


pe 


searching for food. It was dying and the girl had sat patiently watching this. And when 


PSE 


the ritual was over, she had climbed into the creature’s mouth and quickly slept, warm 
and safe. On waking she fed on the flesh of the creature, ripping at the meat with sharp 


teeth that had been used against the living as often as the dead. 
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Over the time that followed, others, with her form but not of her kind, would come, 
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slow and arrogant, expecting an easy feast. Never expecting to become prey, to be 
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dragged inside the belly of a monster then roughly strapped to cold bones- some of which 
were still moving, held together by strands of flesh, jaws begging for an end to all. 

In time they died, and soon none more came. The girl was alone- though she felt it not 
only as a predator: she had saved the precious flesh of the beast by taking the others, but 


her solitude had meant the destruction of its cage had had to begin again. With sadness 


een mm 711 N61 8L ELT OFHLY ay 


«c “e 


WHAT'S THE POINT? 
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she had finally left it to seek new meat. She found nothing, though, only a world of 
endless plains, brilliant in the constant day. 


And this was no longer her land: she belonged to the corpse now; and it was to this she 


returned, exhausted, starving and filled with visions of a nightmare, creeping closer each 


time she slept. Each time she journeyed in a futile quest for life. 


The girl sang for the past. A path, now lost; a line of trees, once a guide, now 
destroying the light- her only protection so far from home. The girl sang to re-create that 
she knew, and each song was itself a new thing; layer after layer of memories lost in the 
changeling land. 

And each time she returned to the creature she fed a (little less, for now she could no 
longer sleep in the mouth: light falling through the exposed skeleton there had burnt her 
skin as she tried to rest. Soon she knew her hunger would strip away the throat and then 
the neck, and she would be forced to go even further into the creature. To where she had 
kept the others- and celebrated with flesh and muscle and blood. Bathing in the agony of 
many lives. Until she herself became a husk. 

Each journey had taken from her body and her life a little more. They became scattered 
into occasional, desperate wanderings. The instinctive acts of insanity. 

Her strength finally crippled the girl had gone deep into the creature. To its mind, where 
her own decaying thoughts could commune with its once great spirit. Travel, free and 
young and strong again, while her form contracted into a death. Dark within a past. The 
Slaughtered forgotten. Then waiting to rise for a thousand years- and never knowing what 


once they had been. 
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John Borkowski. 
21 Baldwin St. 
| West Haven, CT 06516, 
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| negotiate devil's heads with dawn. 
There is a bartering of liquid mortality, 
- Se : i : indigo plumes, 

the news <i s eeeeor 3398 $y" and green spectrums; 

There is talk of drowning eels. 


killed, murdered, wounded, ’ 
slaughtered, assassinated, slain Some stand during metamorphosis 
executed, massacred, hung in transparent gardens, spilling 
the news sins through their eyes --- 

a slow state of complete psychosis. 
starved, 0O.D.'ed, mutilated 
assaulted, poisoned, drowned 
bloodshed, lynching, holocaust 
the news 


tt is all the same in this opaque 
kingdom of lost cadences, 
ashes scattered amber 

and leaking radiation. 


suffocate, asphyxiate, strangulate 
shot, stabbed, beaten, 
genocide, homicide, suicide, 
dead 

the news 


The ropes of staunch 

copper veins 

and intricate metallic fables 
have always been pitched 
into this labrynith where time 
meets essence, and words 
become irrelevant. 


Borne by Water 


Dena Billings 
9898 Avenger Ct 


San Diego CA 92126 


I am borne by water 
or, perhaps, propelled 


as my secret name is whispered 
when the red-eyed loons appear. 


I am wrapped by waves 
and pulled by knowing tides 
to worlds away ,into the sea 
where only gods exist. 


Currents pass me down, down 
to the safety of waiting arms 
which pull me close to her needful breast 
and I feel her craving heart 


The warmth is sweet, and tempting, 
but I am not one of them 
so I steal away and seek, 
the way that leads from here. 


I see the surface nearing 
and impart my secret name, 
then the waves and tides converge 
and to home I am borne again. 
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“if more people understood what 
‘police are deing in crowd control 
situations,pelice might be hurt " 
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MY GRANDFATHER, THE WAR AND A GAME OF CARDS 


You were younger than | am now, maybe more Innocent than | am now 

When a ricocheting bullet from.a Russian machine gun met with your hip 

Somewhere in the frozen Crimean desert, as you sought shelter behind 

A tusty railway track 

The platoon sergeant saved yout life - a martial adventure with a lucky escape 

For you, at least 

Back to the front you destroyed a Russian tank with a German PAK 

- the village had been deserted, you moved In and the Russians came back, unaware - 
Incinerated bodies on a ghastly battlefield none of you - dead or allve - had created 
Remember the Russian cook who fed you well until, passing his indigent village, 

He escaped, too? 

Arbitrary chessboards with an endless supply of figures 

You have forgotten your brothers’ and sisters’ birthdays but that long Feldpostnummer 

Is forever hardwired in your brains 

Imagine a war without numbers - impossible - It would not be civilized 

Remember the Russians attacking the little Caucasian hill as you were lying behind an old tree 
The first to reach the hilltop were clever - they surrendered - but you had to pull the trigger 
You could not leave shelter and take them prisoner - no, you would have died there 


“Geneva conventions look nice In a leather-bound book 


The genius with a feather tickling his white teeth never held a gun 

Maybe he will shoot a gun once in his life - after the wars 

Desperate attempts at imposing order and chivalry on the biggest game of man 

It’s human, after all 

You heard the mortar bursting in the treetop - it plerced your calves with wooden splinters 
Remember the Russian prisoners carrying you for three days and three nights trying to save 
Thelr lives and yours? 

It’s human, after all 

Collapsing entities after the HE-111 flight home which was home no more 

How come wars are always total? 

Mass expulsions, more pain, more losses, rnore numbers on clean paper 

A field day for statistics and post-war politicians 

But not for you 

Every Friday, before the nightmares wake you up, before the donkey brays as he falls into 
That ragged ravine in the Caucasus, almost dragging you with him, every Friday now 

You play cards and drink beer, talking about the past, preparing us for the future 

Will the war in your head ever end? 
Or ERE 
Is it mine? 


Robert Hrdina 
Ahornstrasse 23 
93080 Pentling 
German 
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NEWSLETTER 


Sivullinen Newsletter comes out 3 times 
a year, printrun 1000. I’°11l print all 
news, "classifieds" etc you send me. If 
you want your ad/flyer printed, please 
send a copy of the item advertised. 


Deadlines are 15th of December, April & k ae 


August. 
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It does make a difference, 

the old man dying, picking his 
teeth, his bowel hanging out 

of his side, emptying into 

a shit-bag, and the cancer still 
spreading, like express. trains 

to the Bronx and Long Island, 

the same house in the same wood- 
shell afternoon light, 

wife’s 

face, 

the same, within variations of 
age and decay, and Martha 

in the next room with the umpteenth 
generation of “their” dogs, same 
bed, language, 

down tree-overhung dream-canals 
into sooner or later (sooner) 
death. 
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How it used to be, 

the sun going down into my 
leopard-groin, 

night-stalking the jiggle and bounce 
of my own breasts, legs slipping into 
(female) centaur heels and transforming 
the Gare St. Lazare/Gare du Nord 
steam of my face into deserts planes of 
pyramidal worship with sphinx-eyes 
start out at night sands that dissolved 
my thrusts into pure en sof beads of 
total destructuralization. 
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not Maggie with her does he love 

me, will he marry me, will we 

stay married, how many children 

will I have, does he love 

me, 

but the 65 year old Chinese 

whore in the Bijoux bar 

sitting alone, wrinkled, cut and 
stretched, rewrinkled, re-cut, 

like the retreating/returning, 
retreating/returning Ice-Age 

forests, flawless legs and bound- 

foot heels, the energy of her 

eyes preluding the work of 

lips and fingers on nipples, 

spreading the light out across 

the total landscapes of our skins, closing 
her eyes while together we worship 55 
years of invincible-believer 

WILL. 
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The Nazi group 
National Action 
is planning to 
rally at 
Parliament 
House to demon- 

strate against 
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racial vilification 


legislation. 
National Action 
members openly 
support Hitler 
and peddle a 
message of hate 
directed against 
immigrants, 
blacks, Jews, gay 
men, lesbians 
and other minor- morte in New Save they then free? 
ity groups. These Sty God said 
violent bigots are| (ame ° et ears 
trying to builda| & is 
presence in 
Melbourne. It's 
crucial that we 
mobilise against 
their Nazi rally. 


bodies gave in 


destroy him, 


4/300 Walnut 
Stonewood Apts. 807 
Ridley Park, PA 19078 


National Action rally, 
Brunswick, 1994 
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’ Unite against Racism and Bigotry | 


a necessity. 
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